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? wonderful joy our eyes to bless.
In her magnificent comeliness,
ta an English girl of eleven stone two,
And Ave foot ten In her dancing shoe!
She follows the hounds, and on she pounds.
The "Held" tails off and the muffs diminish.

Over the hedges and brooks she bounds
Straight as a crow* from nnd to finish.

At cricket her kin will lose or win.
.he and her maids, on grass and clover.

Eleven maids out.eleven maids tn.
And perhaps an occasional "malden over"!

«V> search the world and search the sea,
rhen come you home and sing with me
There's no such gold and no such pearl
kt a bright and beautiful Kngllsh girl!

Her soul ls sweet as the ocean air.
For pruderv knows no haven lhere;
Ta And mock modesty, please apply
ro the conscious blush and the downcast eye
Rich tn Ihe thing* contentment brings,
In every pure enjoyment wealthy.

Blithe as a beautiful bird she sings.
For bodv an-1 mind are hnle and healthy.

Her eyes they thrill with right good will.
Her heart ls light as a floatim* feather.

A* pure and bright as the mountain rill
That leaps and laughs in the Highland heather!
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Mr*. Gerry remained silent before the easel.

She appeared to be looking at the picture reso¬

lutely. But she knew that it would be difficult
to withdraw her eyes from it. She was afraid.

Into her strong nature hnd penetrated a

strange fear of which she could not yet divest

herself. It seemed 'o h»r like a miracle that a

Stranger had been able to dive Into her daugh-
ter'g nature, and then to put thal nature upon
canvas.
Mrs. Bradford must bo possessed of wonder¬

ful gift*. What Mis. (Jerry would have hidden

from all the world this woman's mind had

openly displayed. But what a drawing, holding
power th» picture hod! How innocent it looked!
And yet there was a hint e.f possibilities in 'it.

Mr*. Gerry hu i an impulse to shield Salome from

aomethlng which the portrait suggested.
"I am very norry this has been done," she

aald, with an earnestness that had something
of austerity in it.
"You must blame me," Mrs. Bradford has¬

tened to pay. "I asked permission, and Mrs.
- Moore was so kind as to grant it. I wish yon

Would not feel badly about lt. You see the
child looked so happy; lt was so lovely to meet

euch a person! Do you think 1 did wrong?"
and Mrs. Bradford could not help adding, "and

do you really think I have slice ee-ded?"
"Succeeded? Oh. yes. I wish you had not.

I wish you had not thought of this thing. I.
1 can't get over it."
Mrs. Gerry, with marked decision of manner,

walked away from the easel, and sat down

With her back to lt. She folded her hands In her

lap. and looked straight ahead of her. She was

already thinking that she had said too much,
that she had disolayed too much feeling.
Her hostess remained for a moment by the

picture, but she glanced at the woman sittirg
there. Mrs. Bradford was asking herself why
ehc was so unusually interested. Perhaps lt
was partly because her own girlhood was

strongly recalled by something in Mrs. Gerry's
aspect and manner. The low-ceiled rooms, the

fields, the hills, the sky, the dear desolation of

the country in fall am,', winter, all came back
to the artist's m:*niory with a distinctness which
made her heart b-at more swiftly.
She was not pive-n tc, too much demonstration,

but Just now she was tempted to go tn Mrs.

Gerry, to kneel by her side and put her arms

about her. She was dimly aware that there
mupt be something stirring and dramatic in the

history of that girl whose portrait she had Just
painted. 8he wondered if she should ever know
that history. It did not appear, however, that
Mrs. Moore knaw much of *he world, or had

passed through many different experiences;
there was a touching freshness in the face,
and the outlook of that face.
What was lt?
Impelled by an increasing interest, Mrs. Brad¬

ford, rather wondering at herself, crossed the
floor to Mrs. Gerry's side and placed her hand
on the woman's shoulder.
"Don't be so troubled!" she said softly.
Mrs. Gerry looked up quickly. The sympathy

and the trustworthiness In the face bending
down to her seemed to weaken her, as one ap¬
pears to weaken when a tension is relaxed. But
ehe tried Instantly to brace herself again.

"I guess, perhaps, I'm one that borrows trou¬
ble." she said. "I don't know why I should
feel like talking some to .rou, when you are a

stranger. I haven't been quite well for a week
or two, and I've slept poorly and dreamed BO
much. That's why I decided to come In and see

Salome. I began to worry about her more than
common. But this mus*, be very uninteresting
to you."
Mrs. Gerry opened a little bag she carried,

drew her handkerchief from lt and wiped her
lips carefully, keeping the handkerchief in its
fold.
"On the contrary." responded Mrs. Bradford

emphatically, "lt ls very Interesting: to me.
And don't you know one is often tempted to
speak freely to a strane-er who is In sympathy?"
"Yes," said Mrs. Gerry, looking up, "that

must be so."
She said nothing more, though her companion

waited expectantly for a moment. Then Mrs.
Bradford spoke again.

"I cannot imagine why you shiuld worry
Shout your daughter, unless it be that too much
happine.-s alway* makes one anxious."
Mrs. Gerry put her hands, in their black kid

gloves, over the little bag. There was some
wistfulness in her eyes as she raised them to
Mrs. Bradford.

"I don't know what it ls," she said, going
back to a former thought, "that makes me
want to talk with you. I don't have anybody
to talk to. anyway. I never thought I was one
of the kind that confided much In folks."
A sudden pang came to the heart of the

younger woman. She could not speak immedi¬
ately. But in a moment she said:
"Do you care to have me tell you that I am

sure it ls safe, as safe as for you to tell your¬
self, to talk to me, If you feel to do so?"
The speaker was conscious of a certain elec¬

tric stir In the mental atmosphere that sur¬
rounded them. The other did not speak for a
time, and Mrs. Bradford kept silence. she
drew a chair near and sat down. She had a
wish to lie close to her guee*. Curiously, the
years between her own life in the country and
the present time seemed to r.,11 away, leaving
her a girl at the farmhouse, with her heart full
of eager, unformed ambitions and enthusiasms.

"I want to ask you,' now said Mrs. Gerry, "if
my daughtet has talked much of herself to you.
She ls rather strange about that; sometimes she
is so frank that she frightens me. She doesn't
gee things as I do. I've been afraid that I
didn't bring her up right. Has she talked
much to you about herself. I mean?"
"No."
The mother wss visibly relieved.
"She has.well, she has peculiar Ideas." she

said after a little silence. Then with some

abruptness, "Mrs. Bradford, how much do you
believe In heredity?"
The other did not reply immediately.'- ,**he

hardly knew what to say. She snw that the

subject was of intense- interest to her com¬

panion. At last sh»* answer.*.! rather unsatis¬

factorily that she believed a gnat deal In lt.

"But, of course," said Mrs. Gerry quickly, "I

suppose you don't think anything short of in-

tar.lty cnn take away our responsibility? We
ore put here to choose, you know. We choose
Just as we please; and we have to suffer the

conseeiuence*. .* One choice- often changes our

lives, puts us in another road, you know. I

hope you'll excuse me, but I've thought and

thought until sometime* it almost seems as if

I couldn't think any more. Only I keep
right on."
"You ought not to he bo much alone," said

Mrs. Bradford. And then she continued rather

hurriedly, "You are worried because your

daughter Inherits something you don't like

from some ancestor of whom you do not ap¬

prove. Yes. I understand. And you think If

you had brought her up right you might have

eradicated some tendencies. Now I'm sure you

brought her up right, so fnr ns faith and honor

and integrity are concerned. I'm sure of lt.

But she has some strain of.of, what shall I

call lt?.the tropics, the laxness which goes

with that strain sometimes. You couldn't erad¬

icate that, and you don't understand that any

more than you understand Greek. But there

it is. And it's mixed np with the New-England
part of her nature. And, you see, I'm frank.I

think the Southern warmth and glow, and may

I say conscienceless part of her, are fast getting
the supremacy.
"Don't think she has talked to me, but I have

watched her face* with an Interest so keen that

I canrot describe lt to you. If you sometimes

painted portraits, Mrs. Gerry, you would know

how much may bc learned from Ihe study of

a face. And let me tell you that I tannot Im¬

agine how any one can be with your daughter

without loving her. She has. In a phenome¬
nal degree, that utterly mysterious something

which wins love. It ls something that ls not

dependent upon character, and which nobody

bas yet been able _o annlyze. People put names

to the quality, but the names amount to

nothing.
"Am I giving you quite a lecture, Mrs. Gerry?

Pardon mc, then. I don't think I can quite
make you know what a hold Mrs. Moore has

obtained over my heart and my imagination.
I don't know what it ls; she seizes you. she ap¬

peals to you. She makes you think of her

continually."
As Mrs. Bradford spoke thus, with an In-

creasing warmth. Mrs. Gerry leaned toward her

as if drawn by thc* intensity of her feeling.
But when the speaker ceased the* elder woman,

Instead of yielding to that feeling, drew herself

up and away. She brought her pale face Into

greater control. She wes always fearing that

.she would not have herself entirely In hand.
"I know I think of her continually," she said,

"but then," with a smile. "I'm her mother. I

suppose I ought not to feel so hurt that you've
found out that Salome Isn't one who hasn't

much conscience. But lt does hurt me. Il

keeps hurting me."
She was not appealing In the least for sym¬

pathy. She was stating a fact, and stating it

in a Wiiy so that it should be plain. She had

never be-fore talked quite like this to any human

being. She had said a few words to her min¬

ister on that night when Salome was married.

Now she was already beginning to fear that

:<he had yielded to a weakness. It was surely

a weakness not to keep troubles to yourself.
Some people were always talking about their

troubles. One became very weary of such

people. Perhnps Mrs. Bradford, who seemed so

kind, was weary of her now.

"Salome has told you of no events In her

life?" she asked suddenly.
"No."
Mrs. Gerry rose. She was thinking that she

had been weak and foolish to come to Boston

because of dreams. It must be that she was

really losing something of her self-control.
"I'm afraid Salome is detained somewhere,"

she remarked, "and I'm keeping you. You have

been very good."
"You are not keeping me against my will,"

was the reply. "I'm so interested, Mrs. Gerry.
You are not going? Please stay until your

daughter comes."
Mrs. Gerry stood hesitating. "I don't know

as I ought," she responded. "I'm glad I've seen

you. Mrs. Bradford. It's done me good. I'm

trying not to worry."
The speaker gazed about the room. She

avoided looking at the easel. But at last she

said deprecatingly that she must be getting
childish if she couldn't look calmly at some

colors put on canvas.
Having spoken thus she advanced to a place

in front of the portrait and stood absorbed be¬

fore it.
"lt hasn't got my grandfather's features, and

it hasn't got his color," she said, "but it has

his very look.his very look. There's no Ware

and no Gerry in ll."
"Was your grandfather a bad man?"
Mrs. Bradford ventured to put this question.
"He hadn't any principle," replied Mrs. Gerry.

"He never did anything Just because lt was

right. He didn't care for right. He only
cared to love and to be loved, and to have the

weather warm and sunny."
"People loved him?"
"Oh, yes. You had to love him. You couldn't

leas.-n at all about lt; you had to love him."

Mrs. Bradford smiled.
"We don't reason much as to love," she said.

"No; but it is a good thing when reason ap¬

proves of a love."
Mrs. Gerry spoke with more emphasis than

usual. Soon she turned to her companion.
"Salome tells me that you know Mrs. Darrah

and Miss Nunally."
This stemed to the woman addressed to be

an irrelevant remark, and she wondered at lt.

"I have met them," she answered. She

thought that her companion looked at her with

some wistfulne-ss, but she could not he'p her

any.
"Have you talk-*! with them much?"

"Oh, no," In great surprise. "I have had no

opportunity."
"But you will have, you certainly will have."
Here Mrs. derry's perplexity was so plainly

evident that Mrs. Bradford suddenly took her

hand and held it cassel*.
"Does lt annoy you that I may see those

people?" she asked.
"I can't help things. I can't help things,"

said Mrs. Gerry, "and what I can't help 1

ought to leave; I must Just leave it all." She

Axed her eyes on her companion':? face. "But

I do wish that when you come to hear Mrs.

Darrah.1 don't know what she will say.but
when you come to hear her.won't you Judge as

kindly as you can? lt's so strange, but I care

a great deal that you should Judge kindly. And
since you have been able to find out some of

my child's tendencies and to put them in her

portrait, perhaps you will consider all these

things -"
Mrs. Gerry stopped abruptly.
There was a sound at the door, and Salome

entered.
She came forward quickly, her presence shed¬

ding a kind of glow In the studio. She gave
her hand to Mrs. Bradford, then she said that
she hoped her mother had not given her up, but
that she had met Miss Nunally at Chandler's
and MIsh Nunally had insisted upon having
help in selecting some- kind of a spring wrap.
"As If I could help a woman Uko her!" con¬

cluded Salome with a laugh. "And what does
mother think of the portrait? Why".her face
changing."ls there anything wrong?"
"No, no," Mrs. Bradford hastened to say,

"nothing. But your mother and I have had a

little talk, and she owns that she is sorry I un¬

dertook to paint your portrait."
"What? Doesn't she think lt's a likene***?"

in surprise.
''

"Tn- Ilk. ie ss is too good," said Mrs. Gerry.
"And now if you are Timely, Salome, we will
K». If your husband waits the portrait Ive
nothing to say. I guess I mun be* kind of old-
fashioned, but somehow I don't quite approve
of h.iving your real self put like that for any.
body to look at."
Mrs, Gerry shook hands |n a formal manner

with Mrs. Bradford, and In answer to that
lady's remark thai she would like* to .all upon

ba'l .°d? nlr.Cv.Pft |,,*n* **. "-Piled lhat she

night
m,nd to KO out h,,n'e ,h,a

w«v ..'X> !-*,i!r'..'1 2% *»»'thlng ont of the
way, she added, "and I'm verv elad Ive seen

you. Mrs. Bradford. You'll think it'. JUS.

but I feel better some Wav. Only,'" scrupu¬
lously, "I don't think it's a good | lan to paint
such a portrait AS that."
Then mother and .laughter wein Into the

stn>el and walked nlong alni >st in silence to thc
hotel.
Mrs. Gerry toole her fear bslcwiglngs. Bhe re¬

fused to allow her taught. :. to .-ide: \ carriage.
She said lhere- was no need of SUCh expense.
They went in a trolley car to a coiner near the
station. Mrs. Gerry was nlwuys sfraid In S

trolley- .ar, but sh* had never mention cl that
fear to any e,ne. she ergs k.enl.v aware ot her

Ignorance concerning till that pertained to the
motive power of these vehicles, ami she was

deeply thankful when she was on tbs SMswalk
again.
But the moment of palting wiih lier daugh¬

ter was ona of anguish-to her. She could not
ivasoii herself out of this suff»'riiig. try as she
would, it was always so when sh-- left Salome.
She had to undergo I hilt wrenching of the
heart. For rea*** she* had tried t<> school her¬
self against this, and all her eadeavois had 1.n
fruitless. She often wondered at this, and at
her entire lack of su. cess. She argue d that sin-

ought to be utile : > do what eras reasonable*.
It was reasonable to fed only a moderate sor¬

row nt leaving Salome, who wns coming to her
in a few days.
But there wns nothing moderate In this long¬

ing to tiike the child In her arms and bold her
fast.

"1 wish 'twas so you saw a good deal of Mrs.
Bu,ilford," said Mrs. Gerry, as the two stood
walting for the pits to open that the pas¬
sengers might take their places In the train.

".*-*> do I," was the nn*wor.
Then Salome put her hand down and found

her mother's hand, which was hanging hy her
side.
"Are you worrying, m. ther?" In a tremulous

voice. "You needn't. I'm happy. You've no

Idea how good Randolph ls!"
Mrs. Gerry smiled.
"I know that; I'm not worrying about Ran¬

dolph's not being good."
"It's about me. then? But you needn't. There

goes the gate. I want to see you seated."
Salome lingered, standing in the aisle* by her

mother. She bent over her and assured her
again that there was nothing to wm ry about.
"You ought to he content, since I'm so happy,"

she repeated. "But I shall be happier When it
is warm weather, and 1 am out in th-* country
all the time with you."
"Salome," said Mrs. Gerry, "you think too

much of happiness."
"Oh. no," was the answer, with assurance;

"I'm right about som.- things, mother, l.-t us

think of the long, hot summer days Which tire
coming, and lhat we shall be together. And In
the fall we shall go South. 1 like to dream
about that."
"Don't stay here any longer," said the elder

woman, anxiously; "you'll ret carried off."
People were hurrying In. Salome kissed her

mother. She left the car and stood outside
by the window, looking up at her until the
train started. Mrs. Gerry flased at the Blender
figure with the radiant face until she cn!,: ..-.

it no longer. Then she sat upright, pressed her
lips closely together, and maintained her posi¬
tion until she left the car nt her own station.
She was walking toward the public carriage

which met this train to take passengers Into
her neighborhood, when some one close to her
said:
"Good evening, Mrs, Gerry, are you going

home?"
It. was Walter Redd.
"Is that you, Walter? Yes. I'm going right

home."
"Do let nie take yon, then; my horse and

buggy are right here."
Mr*. Gerry would rather have gor.o by her¬

self, but presently she was sitting beside him in
the buggy.

"I s'pose you've been to see Salome?" he re¬

marked, after a few moments of silence.
Redd never voluntarily ppoke of Salome to

any one save her mother.
"Yes. I got worried somehow, and I couldn't

wait till thc time for her to come out."
Mrs. derry was more outspoken with Wnlt«r

than with any one whom she saw among her
nelghbora.

"I hope she's well," stiffly.
"Oh, yes; and happy, Walter.*" Here n little

hesitation. "I'm sure we ought to bs thankful
that she's so happy."

"I know lt. If It'll only last. But If lt de¬

pends on Moore.-"
Redd did not finish his sentence. He had

never forr-iven Moore fm* whal he believed wis

his desertion of Snlome in Florida,
"Walter, you judge Moore till wrong. 1

can't explain, but you do."
"You needn't try to blind me about that fel¬

low,*1 he replied, wi'h a kind ol" cold savage¬
ness. "I was talc.-n in bv Kim at flt.-t, but
von can't pull the wool over my eyes a second
time. I know what be's dort.-. Dld'nt lie
leave Salome? Th. ti didn't he get engaged to

that other giri? Then didn't he come hack
here and Ult the other girl, and so marry Salome
..ut .,f hand? lt beats me that you cm stand
up for him."
"You don't understand." said Mrrv derry.
"No. that's ti fact, 1 don't understand. But

on.- tliing I'm mighty sm.f, and that ls that
the time "ll come when she'll *'.«. thal man a.*

h.- really i**- He's got something about hi,.i

that makes folks like him. I know Hint "retry
well But I'm not going to talk "f him any

more to-night. I don't know when I've men¬

tioned him before "

When he helped Mrs. derry from 'he car¬

riage In front "f thc dark little Innis.i the

ledge where she still lived, he BtOOd by his

horse Instead of entering the buggy immedi¬
ately. , ,.

"Mrs. Gerry," he said. Then he stopped. Sh.-

waited beside him. "Mrs. derry, I want yon Io

think as well of me as yon can. I'd rather
you'd think wei! of me th; ti my other woman

I know, except one. Rome way I ain't myself
anv more. I don't care for anything, really.*1
didn't know 1 wns so weak."
"Uo trv to overcome this."
Mrs. Gerry looked at the- mil, strong flgure

beside her. She repeated ber words with an

almost tender emphasis.
"You needn't think I'm whining round t'¬

other people-.' he exclaimed with some tierce-
ness. "And i know jroti mean weil when you
tell nie to overcome it. Only I can't do lt."
"Yes, you cnn; but it will bike tune"
'It'll take all my life. Is sin; raming <;iit here

for the summer'.'"
"Yes."
"Then I'll .len* mit. I won't run the risk of

meetinK her. That'll moro than I could en¬

dure."
"But your faun, Wnlter."
"Oh, I'll let. that; i'll do som-thing. Well,

good night."
He put his foot on the step. Then he turned

back.
"Shake hands with me, Mrs. Gerry. I'm

always ever so much better for s. .-lng foll, Yoi
brace me up. dood night."
He wrung the woman's hand. Ile junipe.1

into the carriage and drove away.
Mrs. derry went int.. thc empty house. Bhe

fumbled through th* kitchen io the shelf where
the lamps sto.ni and lighted one. Thea shs ssl
down am! looked around th,- solitary room.

"It's no use trying t.. lind out why thines are

so," sb.- was thinking. "And it isn't neces¬

sary for us to know, either. We can just live
along, one dav at ii time; and have faith in
Him.have faith in llim.v

lier face relaxed fiom its setness a* sin* re¬

pented that phrase, for thc phrase meant soi ie>
thlng to her.

sin- had taken ..ff ber glove;-, and was slowly
smoothing them as they lay mi her lenee. She
was glad she hid come home to-night Sh-'
could nol stay at the hotel with Salomi and
the child wis so happy she dil not need her. If
she had needed her.h.-r,- th,, woman'* fiic
melted still more.
"Salome is living her life now," She wa*

thinking, "i've lived mine. I'm getting old.
I'm not for myself any more. I'm Just Balome'S
ni--th.-r now. And the child loves me so much.
That's the sweetness there is b ft for me. There
sever araa a child in the world that made love
So sweet, never."
Suddenly Mr*, derry put her hands over h.-r

face; there* were tears in her cys.
She had not taken off her bonnet not* her

cloak. The fire had long sin-e gone out end
the house was cold.
Presently she began to feel thc chill.
She ros.* and quickly pul --ii her everyday

clotho*. She hurried and mn.ic a ure, [n half
an hour sh.- wa* sitting at iii,- little round
lahls winre sh.- and Balc-me uesd t.. sit to¬
gether. She was drinking "-iii-- tc,. Slid cit¬
ing a piece of toasted bread si*- w-ir< think¬
ing that if Salome em r k«-pt house she should
probably live- with her; but she erse *ure thsl
she was too old to try to learn t-. liv in
hf.lel!*.
Perhaps the tea ami the srsrtnth rhssrsd her.

When she ross lo STSSh her [.lat.- and cup and
eaucer she nae looking fetwsrd t. the Satur¬
day when Salome would h. vitli her f-.r two
days; ami sh.- was reproving, herself f,,i ti, ,*..

tears. She dared not think much aboul the
tears, however, for sh.* might lind it lui),,
to keep more from Doming.

in Booton, Salome hud hurried away from the
.tatton, going up the etreet with teat ,....¦, ...

whl.h is s-i aptly described ss "walkin* unon
air."

if sh-- had thought >>f ti..- matter ehe would
hav* thought linn she nail" did not need the
support of th.* earth fur her feet. She could
have ll-.wu easily enough OBlj lt teas not to,.
custom to fly
She -,v;i,* s,,..-what sad, us In bet ,.>.,,. Hfj(.

went erith inr mother :"'" Hw country and
arrived ut the cottags when- no one awaited
her. itut this aadneee sra* only Ruflltienl t,,
bring Int., greater relief the aboundlns j ,-.

in her heart Ami ,., Saturday ehe should i
With her mother again. Sh" and Hand,,ipi,
ane wished that ehe could pcr.iuade her mother

to live with her all the time; but since she

could not- i___*a_____f_J exhllara-
She walked on. finding a drllg-V« n

Hot. in the mere movement. *\^ .h. ha(l
that she could be very happf. J* '

not. after all, Imagined anything oi

subtle .,nd 30 sulficlent. _ . . , ,

Randolph had pms to W^J°5h* hurried
would h.- bach hefore dinner. " «W kurriea

sh- could ,.,..,.*, the Albany station in time

^ffweffos still faster. The train was Just
-...ling ll, She* s.H.d St Ute entrance, where

She could seo ,t,e StfeUtll of peopl'I thS t g-

to pour along in.m 'he «*»
,,m i,,.- ,Vh

eagerly, but Mandina psrfw-tl:r ".. £. ' »

held Closely about her against I***"""]
that rubed threagh th.* plaos. Sh. dMnot
notice h..w nearly seary ont* g-ave bet a gi.m.e
¦if Interest -a kind of light Riane-, ns of plSflS-
ure in the sight of AMT. , .

The,,- h« was. She mad- B step forward
then restrained herself, for Moor. WSS mt

-"-lone. A man with a serious, lids.vc i-o.t of
a face was beside him. and talking arith him.

Bal me knew Immediately that it waa pr Jen¬
nings, th- surgeon whom the ..-un ry physician
had summoned when Moors had bsen Injured.
She had ii.t seen him since that time and that
time now seemed years ag" ki her th.-re hud

baan SO much happiness, crowded Into the

months nine e. , , ,,

Moor.- wns nol expecting to s»-. Ins wif-' ii!

UM Station, and now, SI she l.,oke<! again at

the Burgeon She shrank from meeting him. She

had |*.,.tl conscious of a certain hostility, not
in his bearing; bul In himself. She had n-.t

liked Ute Wiiv his eyes had probed her, as If
the glance had been one of his keenest Instni¬
ntenta. Now she was aware of a diatlnct dis-
trust, and of .1 distinct wish that Randolph
sh-Mii-i not know thal man. But at the *ame

time sh- knew that thens feelings Were silly,
and sh.- made an effort to stifle them. She

could rot c|iilte resolve to turn away and not
meet ber husband, sine- he was not alone.
While she wus trying to resolve t«> do SO Moors
mw h-r, his face grew radiant, and he lifted
his hat.
''There's my wife now." he said quickly to

his companion "Como, let im present you."
"Where'."' ask-'d Dr. Jennings. "Do >ou me;iri

that lady who 1* smiling st yottt"
"Yes; of course. Come!"
"But .11-1 you marry her?" Ittqulred th" Bur¬

geon, in :i surprise he did not try to conceal, and
With :i *tresa <>n th" Anal pronoun.
Moore turned toward him. There was a lit¬

tle haughtiness in his m.-intier as he said:
"Certainly; I married Miss Gerry."
"Do pardon nt*,*1 th- other rejoined hastily.

"But I lost .all trnck of you, though you srera
such an interesting 'ca*,-.' You see I went abroad
v.-ty Boon, .'ind have only returned ii week ago.
lt will give me .. great deal of pleeaura to bs
presented to Mrs. Moore."
The two men approached Salome, who had

remained standing In the same* place.
She wy.* slightly more pale than usual wh.-n

Dr. Jennings ma*'de his bow to her, and th re
was something like resentment In her henri
winn she met his gaze which was coldly
questioning.
But his manner was suave enough as he

Stood -a few moments talking commonplace.'.
When be had left them neither Salome nor

Moore epoke directly. They walked ..ut int.
the street in the direction of their hotel. The
gladness In the woman':* heart was chilled, and
she was trying to tacovar the warmth ami Joy
With which sh" had started out
As for Moora, he looked down Inquiringly al

?h.- fa-.- near him. He was groping afcr
some s->luth>n of this sudden discomfort. [Ie
was coils.;,,ns also of a suspicion ,¦!" Impatience.
He wns so happy to bs back again that ba
c.t;ld im! bear to come Into any cloud.

lt was he who :-i>,.k>* first.
"Odd. wasn't it." he said, "thai I should

happen to run upon that fellow?"
"Yes," was the reply, "but I don't know how

you could know him."
"Oh, ;.s to that. I didn't know him. How

Should I? It was at Springfield that he came
Into my .-ar. He had a .-hair just across the
aisle fr.-m me. I didn't notice him tit fir*t.
I thought he was reading, and I was. reading
too. All at ..nee i beeline conacioua that rome-
body was Blaring at nv. 1 had a sort of un-

ensv feeling iis one will have when some ons
ls fixedly gazing at one. Why, Sa!..*;:.', am I
paining you lu air.' way'.'"
"No, n->; go on. But Dr. Jennings doesn't

strike me as a man with B human heart; he
le just ;. piece of mechanism, with ths unerring
¦kill of mechanism, I suppose."
"Well, I don't know about his heart; he has I

mind enough, any way. His mind is as Sharp
aa a knife," said Moora, "l wondered why he
found ms BO interesting. I tried to keep on

reading, but I couldn't do it. still l did manage
to continue to appear t>. keep on. After s few
moments i benrd bim say. 'I beg your pardon.
p.ut wera you injured <>n the head some months
ago, iii ihe country?' At that I was Interested
enough you may believe. Salome".*suddenly
Stopping In his narrative and looking down
tenderly nt the woman on his arm -"you must
not have any more feeling as regards that
tim.-. Really I forbid it; I won't stand it. You
ar.* my wife now. Won't that content you?
it ought. Let the past get Itself buried say
way it can. You are mine now. If you were

not. I sliouel bs ths most miserable creature in

the world."
"You really think so?" willi B somewhat

tremulous smile.
"I know il. And what ls more, you can't help

knowing that 1 know lt. Dont you think you
ar.- -i very exacting pe**aen, Mrs. Moora?*'
"Yes; I'm sure of lt. And I'm not going to

keep thi* up. But, Randolph, I do want to lie
a Messing to you.you just thought I was s
Mi sing to you, didn't you?" looking up ut
him.

"I think 1 Intimated eu much."
..Very welL Now go on with your little story.

What did that horrible doctor say lo you?"
"Perhaps he l« horrible; I'll own that there

eeema something a trifle uncanny about him. l
acknowledged to him that 1 did get b hard
Mow. Y.-t, he said, he knew me directly, and
he was interested t,. ssh bow I came out, and
all that. 1 told him 1 came out au right; and
would he kindly tell me wno he was. He said
hiv name was Jennings. Then I knew that li
must 1"' thc mar. Who deali with my skull that
time. I trici to express my gratitude t<> him,
bul he said there was no occsMon, that it was
all In the way of business; and he hod been
greatly Interested in my caae. H- called lt a
very striking Inetance of.well, rn think e,f thc-
word lt, ii minute. It** a word I never beard
before, and I wouldn't core to rem.'inlier it only
ii was applied to my own skull, you sss. so that
make;: it Seem Imp irfant."
Moore laughed iii sudi a happy and Infec¬

tious way that Sal-,mc joined him His healthy,
wholesome nature, hi* warmth of temperament,
his love for her seemed now t<> Salome mora
dear than ever. She could hear him relate the
remainder >,f his interview with that surgeon
without any of that uncomfortable emotion
which sh" had Just experienced. Besides, per-
haps it trna beat for her to be able to hem- that
ti.;:-' rnentloned, and to speak <-f it.
"Whal .-ls" did BC say'.'" she asked.
"Not mu h. He asked me n l wa-, married."
.Tin sn .. he th.,night you married MISS .Nu¬

nally." s ii-i Salome.
"What makes you think tint?" Inaulrad

Mi oro quickly.
"i don't Know, exactly. Only be was greatly

Mirpriaed when he saw me. He had
s-e moi ie ons lae."
"Oh, ).<w sharp

Moi re.
mien

>xpex :.*.i to

exclaimed

(To be continued.)

FAUXA TH in:ates Flt WITH BXTIRCTIOB.
from The .Melbourn.- Argus.

i'ni.'v. strict maaaurea are taken in th* Immedi¬
ate future Ike native fauna >>r Victoria will sion
become extinct Tke reiterated complain I t u-e
Customs Department ls that of "wanton destruc¬
tion." Such unique specimens as the platypus ai
th- lyre hird ar- already very rare, and lt the
pr sent Btate of thin** continues, their total diann
pearance will be a i-.iiiit.-r of bul ;i few year* Thi
police hiv.- fi-equently reported the feel of lyre
hirds bavins been sh,,: bi ta- ranges, and also the
sale ol the talla but, through Inability to prove
the actual killing of the bird*, they have nol suc¬
ceed, : In having offenders punished. The Hov
Acclimatisation Society has now addressed th. Min
Mer .i Trade and i*u,toi,.i* ,,., ,,,. »ubi.*c*, and
P ,tal ","' .._» ,_? '"!'. *'"'!' alone In Melbourne
twenty lyre bird* tails hav,' been dlaoisyee) for
sal.' al ene time an that a* t!.. hen* lav a's :i rule
only one n each In the Meson, ihe present rat¬
er destruction must Boon extinguish iii.* aneele.i
li la further mentioned thal the bird hus sn uv
veterate enemy in th- fox, and thal sixteen talla
were recently found near a foxea' lair In the ran*.
Protection ahould certainly be afforded to the lyre
hird and tbe platypus and ev n th - innnroo unlesa
h.- ls also t-. become extinct.

timms rocks ix BABBOXALAXD,
Tram Th* Londos Dally Nowa

THE CHRONlCI*E OF AKTS.

Kxuri'.rriMNS and oti.kk TOFICf.

BKOUflS ANIMAL, I'AlVTIN'i aft. Nl'TTLI-lSIIIP's

l'A.sri-iiSe.i'wibi; »*Mflll an:, hirds -sumk

WATI.Il OOt*OBR Mi'- lirilM'-J'INKH AM)

ms i.mvi' i-irrriiiv-A ur.Mon'w*

pi! NT MN IN I.o.MiON.

The i.oan Kxhlbitioii al the Aol my of Design
mun** to sn ind b* kan* than a fortnight, it t* not

alene the pratotpal shou1 bow opes, hut in some re-

.pets is unlikely to bs egtaBltsd by any other

during the entire winter. Th" l.-iiuty nnd rarity

-.1 Ci- antique terra-oottas, porc-lalns sad '.iron/.es

,vi.not be too frequently commended io the paMIe
Sad out first sad last worl In this preliminary and

not Overcrowded poi tim Of th- scison ia a reitera¬

tion of th.- opinion that no one should miss teeing
th,, coll tlon. West Thursday un exhibition of pic¬
tures -nay bc «i*ect*d to spss st ihe Union Laagu*
ClBb, tl..- Brat In a monthly serle* which I* sure to

!>.. d-'UgktfUl if it I* nnythlng Iik.- thOS* h. id In

th- past hy th" dub. The first monthly m-dlng of

th- Qroller Club bas been hsM. it brought forth.

not pictures, int bindings, which mil b* soeeeetbli
i-> the public between i" a '¦>¦ end I'M ;.. uv every

day until th- Uth. Visitor.) pr..nilli-, curds of

members will be admitted, lt lu announc-d bv thc

New-York Water Dolor Club that wuk-- for tbe
fourth annual exhibition must be delivered at the

Plfty-eigbth-et entrance of the American Fin.* Art*

Society's Building on H.'ittinh.y and Monday, No-
vember n cud IS. The exhibition .viii open No*
v-mi,, r l>,i .ni-1 loee P*cember s. Th.- Bherborn and

/.-in exMMtiOB at the Keppel gallery viii open to¬

morrow.

It ls curious to wateh the dev-lopm'-it of natu¬

ralism among Kni.lish pBUtSfS, Th-y are not, a*

ii sch....I, in sympiithy with the movement to which

their own Ccnstabl* contributed such immense

Impetus. They study nature industriously and give
lu their landscape* particularly a version of ker
that ls often v.r.cioi's. but it ls rarely that they
transfer her energy, us lt were, to canvas. Nature-

sometimes breathes iu their pictures; she ls eeldom
dramatic <>r impetuous th.-re. Thi* fut is noticed
e-'.-ciiilly iti their studies of animals. Landseer,

Whose lui. nts uer- hardly more than respectable,
nu* totally without nervous loree in his art, and

has yt been a tradition Iti Kngland for year*.
Ills successor In public estimation to-lay ls Uriton

Riviera, who has a trifle more vtiiility. but ls

still cold, still a kind of sublimated mediocrity.
Only two contemporary Knglit'hmi'n have drawn

animals well, J. M. Swan and .1. T. Nettieshlp.
The former has been known here for several years

In various oil paintings and water colors of lions
nnd tigers. U< ls a brilliant tirtlst. perhaps the

finest <f animal paint.-rs since I'arye. Of Mr.

Kettleaktp'* calibre Americans are for the first

tim* given an opportunity to Judge by an exhibition
of pastels nt tl)'* Wun-i-rllch gallerv. They _re

presented as having been studied from the life, and
th- best testimony to th-ir merit ls that they
convey nn impression ns of mich an origin In¬

stant!'.-. Mr. Netil-ship is uneven. In No. 1.'. "lleid
of Wapiti Deer," and No. :(.">. "Caribou Stag." his

Contour* are Inflexible, the touch ls hard. There ia
:. possibility, however, that the defects in these

drawings may have sprung from comparative un¬

familiarity with the antlered tribe or a lukewarm
ration for it. In iiis sfj.ii-s of black h-ars,

for exumple, he ls aetoniehlngly faithful and clever.
Ie nil of these he is stro:i>; a* to texture and tone,

and in one, No. fi. "drizzly Bear Travelling," he
ha* caught the accent of powerful, oncoming move¬

ment, and caught it supremely well. I*ook at the
foreshortening of the unwieldy bear In No. 1, and
at the furry quality which he obtains In all his

atudlca of ursine molds. Tiny show the closest
.un.ly an-l i, genuine faculty for expression, With
th.- anatomy and cbaracteristlca of the great cats

Of tl:" forest Mr. Nettle-skip shows equal famili-

iii.'.y, equal pow-r in bundling them, but a shade
less harm. There i>; in his pictures) of lions,
ti-.- -rs, jaguar* .md panthers just as much science,

perhaps just as much feeling, as in his bear pict¬
ures, but they aro not eo spontaneoua nor so

li,., ii--! a* th.- latter. This, though, it will be

;.- rcelved, ls a criticism having to do with relative
di ¦; a of merin Litheneea, elasticity, reserve

poe r .ia! the strange quivering motion of the
i lin.* race ar.* expressed with abundant skin in

picture* cf lions Fuch as Nos. 7, 17 and -1, and
In studi-s of tigers like No. 2, on- of the best
color arr.inijementa Mr. Nettleshlp has produced.
This artist ie nit an original col-.rlst, but he has
taste, is .simple and even rich in some of his

pictures lin the tiger study just mentioned, for

Instance), and, what is perhape of most import-
ance, handles his difficult medium with mastery.
Pastel ls difficult to manage-, difficult, that ls, to

get really solid effects with, and the deep musical
vibrations which ar.- most to be desired. I'sed
sometime* with greal facility .-md brio, it appear*
a medium for evanescent, atmospheric notes pre¬
eminently, and so it la, hut it is also capable of

yielding quality akin to that of un oil painting if

the artist is capable. Mr. Nettleehlp is such an

artist, lt.* has d*lica.*y when octa seary (eeo Nos.

42. 3*» and 'J", picture.*.pi- biri sk-tches), but he

mor** often works with vigor and breadth. Ile is

a draughtsman whom it ls pleasant to know.
Th* carnivore* have ntov. menta and color, outline*
and modula tl >ns of form, which ar,- only a little
lea* Interesting than those of the human body.
Hardly any one ever paint* them ably, and Mr.

Nettleehlp is one of the- few who have "arrived."

At th,- Knoedler Oallery there are fifteen or

tv*ntv irater colors ->f Nuremberg mid K-*'i->n by
Mr. .lames Ki;i-. lia. He has treated with toleraMe
adequacy a number of architectural and street sub¬

jects wheae pictunsquciaeee has attracted him end
j win attract others In his BketCbea He has a frank,
fluent manmr, color that mh-ht he: purer, but ii

Bl hast bright and plausible, und. while his draw¬
ing links crispness in detail*, like those of Oothle

tn T, there is boom snap in th- general effect of
his vol!:. Th-r- is a \ .¦.>- lin-* exanir-l,- of the

beauty t-> Iv extracted from water color exhibited

i:i this gallery, a picture of a staircase at the Villa
.ri:-;- by Martin Rico, The opportunity eras a

ran- otic, the great Ville at Tivoli being on- of th-*

vi ry lovelle*! in ali Italy, end Rle roe* to it wor¬

thily. At his best RICO ls a really great master

of watercolor painting. He has exquisite ii**'."n-*s

combined with exquisite nireaeaa of touch, hi*

color sen;-.* ls rel.ti-I, at; i in s-rctlment he la an

lillian of th--* Italians, though he wai born in

Madrid. AU th. Lest qualities of his art are typi¬
fied ii tv nala] color at Kilo..11,r's. Facing it,
us though to show how Infelicitous he can be when
V> leave* hla accustomed groimd, ls a sketch he

mad* ai Nuremberg, it is well done, ot course,
but Un- happy touch of thc Tivoli picture is In this
ll it to bc ilise ,\el. ,|.

']".>¦ picture by Mr. Burne-Jones, "Love Among
the Ruins," of which ti a destruction ana aa*

nounccd bv -abie a f-w wc. kv since, is not, after

ali, t.» evanish utterly, it will leave an echo of its
fr..n ind hectic beauty in th.* shape of a replica,
ll will be recalled that thia work of arl iva;'.

ruined through th- stupidity of a ptolographer, in

whosa hand* it had been placed foe reproduction.
ii. Bupposed it an oil pictur it wu. executed 111

water color and lu the course of his preparatl na

smcard ii over with white of egg. Th- coating
the picture Irredeemably. But -Mr. Burne-

jone* lui* still i.i hla possession thc notes an-l
Btudlea mad* for th* work and has also a good
memory, He baa already etartcd upon a replica.
Concerning lt. however, he wrote to a friend not

long ago: "1 might, Indeed, in repeating the de-
Bign, sive som- dexterity which was- not in the
Brat picture, but i should certainly loee th- sim¬

plicity which seemed to pleas* people." By far
.I,,- meal Interesting episode lu current art activity

London lately has been the unrailing of a me¬
mo, -ii iniiu: ii., in bronse io Lord Shaftesbury, in
Piccadilly eirena, lt is th.- work ,,f Mr, Alfred au-
ci en English sculptor, wboee beautiful norh
ought to be better known than it la iu this
country, The dcalgn comprehends au octagonal
Im in, surmounted ny another of smaller dlmen*
ali ii bm limiter r-.rm. which ls itself berne bv a

richly ur.-.H'M baae, decorated with marine mo-
live* and s.-t well within the baale star.- of the
scheme. Th.* whole terminate* in a heavy finial,
-.n which i .sinned genlua la polaed. English crlt-
i-* tlul th- upper sta,;,- ,-r th.- fountain neavy r.-r
ti-* lower, iii.- little wall built around th* etea*
whli ii up to n is object t.. >y the sculptor
wh,. wa., apparently nol consulted li. regard to tbe
I--tall. .ii.i there ar many who think the inonu*
menl t- oul <-t place in piccadilly I'lrcua li i*

unreel thu ii would look Infinitely ilner rn a perl
Bui ... to ih.- artlatlc vain.- ,.f ti, work there i*

onlj on.- .-i.iiii-,u n in i.u Ld :..* a remarkable
i'1"'. "r sculpture, an,! judging fron* the llluatra*
Hon* given u. the periodical* ihe universe] ap¬
proval i.' ii.-: to be disputed. Ti,, fountain ls a
Ml rococo, ii- it u origlntil und beautiful.

****** hav- received Hom thc i'. HanfStsstsfll Puk-
>>"nlng .-nipan*, a large photograph of a palming by
the tusatan Belmlradaky, in npnghl composition of
cilissie iij.ui,-* HcntlmentaHaini ami lullng iu ¦ scene
'. '-lassie srchltectura an I lan irei p.. It rnakea ¦

¦¦'.<" Pt" fun .¦ emirailak) la afflicted with a
'¦" W" 'hi .. - an i , ,AV em 's ,,;' color In hi i

I-; uni))..; .-s .ns .-.,..,,1,1 ai ttotl the en ,|>m*UI*
1 ¦"'.'» ¦" th* World':. Keir, but he i twa snd
iinpoae* neil, ia exceedl igl ceful *ty|e and

'¦ '¦ '.
,
»nd In "i h a reproduction as Ihla line pho¬

tograph i*- sMsoratlv ia the i» at seas* of the word.

Matine tx(tfK.-Z-IHKOBTtRS .WAY J.
*> A ^byift.1!
v. JAPAN-tHIHA
|» INDI/* rUHKI *, ILHMA

Call attention to an exceptionally
attractive assortment of

JAPANESE AND CHINESE

Bed Spreads
at very reasonable prices.

Habutai Silk.6x9 ft.
Gold Embroidered, White. Cream,

Yellow, Pink, Old Rose, Lt. Blue, Old
Hine, Sage Green,

$18.00.
Kaiki Silk.6x9 ft.

Shaded Silk Kmbroidery lined with
silk and trimmed with heavy cord and
tassel, White, Yellow, PinK, Lt Blue,

$30.oo each.

Habutai Silk.6x9 ft.
15-inch border of silk embroidery and

drawn work, e entre covered with rinely
shaded silk embroidery, Yellow, Old
Rose, l.t. Blue, White Sage,

each.$45,
Habutai Silk.6x9 ft.

15-inch border of gold embroidery and
drawn work, centre covered with hand¬
some gold designs. White, Lt. Blue, Old
Rose, Sage, 00.*65.

Shikii silk.6x9 ft.
Lined and inter-lined, heavily em¬

broidered in washable metal thread,
White, Lt. Blue, Lt. Yellow,

00 each._*80.
Satin Brocade.6x9 ft.

Lined and inter-lined. Heavy cord
and tassel trimming, embroidered with
blended colors of metal thread. White,
Lt. Blue, Pink,

$125.°° each.

Chinese Satin.6x9 ft.
Rich anti heavy silk fringe completely

covered with the very rinest quality of
gold embroidery. White, Lt. Blue,
Rose Pink,

00 each.*250.
THE IDEAL II (SHASD TO HIS IVIFEL

(Copyright, IS33, by Sam Walter Foss.)
We've lived for forty {rears, .lear wife,

An 1 walked together side by side,
An-l you to-duy are just as dear

As when you were my bride.
I've tried to make life glad for you.

One long sweet honeymoon of joy,
A dream of marital content

Without the least alloy.
I've smoothed all bowlders from our path.

That we In peace might toll along,
l!y always hastening to admit

That I was right and you were wrong.

No mad diversity of creed
Ha* ever sundered me from thee

For I permit you evermore
To borrow your Ideas of me.

An-l thus it ls, through weal or woe
Our love for evermore endures.

For I permit that you should take
.My views and creeds and make tnem your*,

And thus I let you have my way.
An-l thus in peace .*,*«. toil along.

For I am willing to admit
That I am right and you are wrong.

And whrn our matrimonial skiff
Strikes snags in love's meandering stroan*,

1 lift our shallop from tho rocks
An float as In a placid dream.

And well I know our marriage bliss
While life shall last will never cease.

For I shall always let thee do,
lu generous love. Just what I please.

Peace come* and discord liles away.
Love's tirla-ht .lay follow.* hatred's nigel..

For 1 am ready to admit
That you are wrong and I am right.

Dour wife, when discord reared its head
An I love's sweet light forgot to shine,

'Twas then I freely would permit
That thy will should'st conform to min*.

In all thums, whether threat or small,
in all life's path wave wandered throu-fh.

Pye graciously let you perform
Just what I wanted you to do.

No altercation could destroy
Th.- Live that held us sure and *trons.

For evermore would I admit
That I was right and you were wrong.

Sweet wedded love" O life of bliss!
Our years in peace have flown along*

For you admit that I was right,
And I admit that you were wrong.

No -logged stubbornness of soul
Has ****** wrenched my heart from thine.

For thy will ever was my own.
Bedail** thv will was always mine.

Bo sweet forgiveness crowns our year*
And sheds OB us Its tender light;

For I admit that you are wrong.
And you admit thal 1 am right.

SAM WAl.TKU F03&

BOMIXMOX cRFSOE's ISI.ASD.
From The Me'liourn<* Ar,in.

ll is not item-rally known that Juan Fernandea
ile* Island on which Alexander S ikirk. the Rob¬

inson crusoe of romano*, lived for s.. naay years-
is at tl..- iitevM'tit tluie Inhabited. Two valleys,
winditta down from different directions, join a -short
distance back from the shore, an-l her-* now stands
n !itti» vii lui:.* of ¦mall huts scattered round a lom.,
low, one-Storied bull-linn:, with a veranda running
Its whole h milli. In this h .use liv, s the man who
rents tin* Island from the Chilian Government.
and the vtHan* ls made up ot' a lew Ueraiaa and
Chilian ratall!**.
Th* tiny town l* called s,m Juan Bauttota, and

the crat.r-llke arm ot the iee OB which lt ls sit¬
uated, and where Alexander Selkirk tlrst land- 1. le
now culled Cumberland Hay. The Island ls rented
for about £2'>i a vear. The r. nt ls pol partly In
dried Bea. Catchlns and dryln* th* laanir verletles
of t* ih. end ralstan- catt!.* and vegetable*, wholly
occui V the contented settlers, end much of their
little income ts obtained from the cullie and vet.e-
tii-i-M soi.t to Mwslna visa, is. Ter.- catii* i.ced na
care, und the Vesctabies almost fron wll'l Tur¬
nips end radishes, first shown he;-e by Selkirk him¬
self, now RTOW rank au-l wild in the valleys like
weeda There ts also a race ol mid dogs, which
completely overrun the Island, de**eodlna for exist¬
ence mainly UPOn scils. They are the descendant*
of a breed of doits left bv the Spanlrrds.
U the back of the little town, iii tile Hist high

eliflf. ls u row of caves <>f remarlubi* epMsrsacs
hewn int.. the sandstone. An unused path leads
to them, and a sh >rt climb Pring* .-ne lo their dark
mouth*. \'.-..it forty year* aco lb*.MaaQov-tfn*-
meal thouaht that ¦ Rood wa) to be rid >-r its w >rst
criminal* ifould be to trans;.' rt them to th.* island
of Juan Fi mind: :. H.-re. under the direction of
Chilian soldier*, th*** poor wi*ti*t*a* »**re made io
-IU- -ave-:. I-) live la. la IBM l_S*V .*..". ***** back
rut*In. however, end the cave*, sar* nae* been slow¬
ly timhlihn awav.
The narrow rid**.* waar* Selkirk watched ls now

..ailed "The Saddle.'' because st .Uber end of it
a bit* rocky hummock rt*** -ike u pommel. On one

,.r these le now a tone* tablel with inscriptions
comm***aoratlns Alexander Selkirk'* »*>.-*-: .mo .''¦'"-

l\ Stay on th* Island It VS* placed Hun* III 1**1
bv th* ollie, rs of thc Urltlsli snip Tofi**- * ?.niall
excursion nt.nnier now run* fntn Valparaiso to

lunn Fernande* Island Th* round trip I* made in
six dara hji.i three* of th.se tay b* spent on th*
Island lu nanine and vlsltln* tl ¦*¦.' lon**"** bal beau.
tlful toots which, eec rt. Ml years ns*', were tbs
haunts of Itublnsuii Ciuaeje


